


Gus Meets

Shooting the mayor—even with a
out of Gus's line. No wonder there
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a Deadline

news camera—was a little
were unexpected developments.

By Martin Bunn

(‘1-. S sloppe d at the Times-Chronicle office
X on his wav home one bright, cold Sat
ur:!.i_‘- afternoon—his P haadn't |H'r"||. ||r'
livered for several davs. Zelda Haworth
society columnist, was noisily pounding a
vpewriter, and Gus stood for a long moment
hefore he canght her eve

Iil ]lll. :r".i.']l.l.l.. ‘l]'-\.ll".ll.lrﬂ. .1:1”"41' 'I-I‘ .ll" il |
small complaint?

Just as she opened her mouth to speak
Will Gagan, reporter and photographer for
the Times-Chronicle, came harrving through
the back door from the print shop



.- “Nﬂ,%“
"-ﬂ' I.aak amt. “Get sameihmg dignified!”

“Just the guy I want to see,” Will said.
“Come out to the allev.”

“Sure. What's back there,
the old shed?”

"No,” Gagan almost whispered.
know me better than that!™

Gus grinned and followed Will. It was
true. He did know him better than that.

Will Gagan, who comprised a fourth of
the staff, was a quiet man. If a newsman was
1‘\111'1'“1! to cut a dushing fgure, Cagan
would have been a disappointment, He
didn’t drink, gamble, strangle telephones or
shout “gimme the city desk™ out of the side
of his mouth.

"It’s my ear.
breaking for the
side of town this afternoon. Big thing, mavor
and Army brass. 1 doo’t trust the old bus to
get me there, and if it did. there's the mat-
ter of getting back in time to get the storn
andd pictures under the deadline. 1t's okav as
long as the engine is tuming over fast. Slow
down and it dies. I can’t go speeding around
on this icy pavement. As a matter of fact,
the onlv way I can drive at

a little game in

"You

I have to cover the ',1|1||||"|-

new  munibions Lri.qnl ot

a slow, sufe

| Gagun. wfu-speredus Gus

N|N'|'|| i Thh \l.llw.lli .1|||.|! not stall, is to \1|[L
the clutch slightly

and let the nine medc,
I know the clutch 1L'L1|| take only so0 much
of that treatment . -

“"Now look, Will. I just left the garag
I've had a busy week taking the
rest of the day off. Can't you borrow a car?”

“Nobody else in the shop has one, Even
the delivery truck is out. OF course, 1 conld
get another mechanic . . " Cag
and waited

and I'm

1] :|r|.||E1'

fong face
Grus Makes o Try

"Okav. Okuv.
if I can start |||':
“No, not that way

weak [rom me standing

I crank it In

Give me the key and ' se

That battery is too
on rh.-
!l |.|||| \\.1l1!| Yol ".'.l'\-!;

sturter so
much
the gas
Gus o PETH il rh.
throttle while Gug
spulbere |

hood and worked the
an turned the erank. The
CIrn e and (]:1 || “l' I1:||1| ..l_‘_|:i||
hard

“Ow!” Gagan stepped back, wineing and
holding his shoulder

“What !:.1;1|l1'!|t|t""
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*1 think . . . I pulled a muscle.”

“I might have known. You newspaper
bovs get too soft sitting behind a desk! Why
don’t you run over to Doc Tandy while 1
work on this?™

“There isn't time. It be okay, but you'll
have to crank.”

Engine Acts as if It Needs Tuning

Gus locked the throttle at o point which
would give the engine plenty of gas. A few
turns of the crank had the engine running.
It wasm't as smooth as it should be, but it
acted like tuning was all that it needed.

“Slow it down, Gus.
and watch what hap-
pens.”

Cus closed thethrottle
and waited. The engine
ran for a while, hesi-
tated, then died. He
puzzled over it for a
moment.

“CGot some tools?™

“A few, here in the
trunk compartment.”

Gus found what he
wanted, removed a
plug, and examined the
electiode and itz inside
surfaces, It was wetand
dark, gas-louled.

CGus went around Lo
check the carburetor,
He saw them what he
liadnt noticed  before.
The choke arm lever
was bent, not much,
but enough to shorten
the linkage and hold
the choke open a frac-
tion. It wasn't fooding
the carburetor, but it
provided a mueh richer mixture than was
necded,

He straightened it out with pliers and
cranked the engine. It sturted easier this
tHime.

“I think that’s all it was.” He slowed it
down, “See? Even idles now. Let's go for
a ride and test it. ItN run the battery up,
'Iﬂ-u,h

“We're getting short on time. Less than
an hour until the ceremony.”

"We'll make it. We can head out in that
direction. You can't drive with that shoulder,
amyway.”

Gagan agreed, and they drove out of the
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alley. Gus began racing the engine a little
to clean out the fouled plugs,

Before long, as they got out into the
country, the traveling became more difficult.
The road was covered with ey slush.

Gus had gradually slowed the engine, and
now began to let it lug. It rumbled huskily
for a quarter of a mile. The car wouldn't
run that slowly before. But just as he was
congratulating himself, the engine died. He
pulled to the side of the road.

“Now we are in a spot,” Gagan moaned.
“Can’t vou do something?”

“Well, we know it isn't vour carburetor
mixture any more, Now
it acts like vour engine
isn't getting gas. Mayhe
vou need a new fuel
pump.”

“That's a new one.
Look, I'l give vou the
whole story. The trouble
started yesterday when
[ drove to Long Island
to pinch-hit for the boss
at an editors’ conven-
tion. 1 took it to a
garage, and the me-
chanic put a new pump
in. Han fine for six
blocks! During my sec-
ond visit, he blew the
Fuel line out. And it ran
until I hit some traffic.”
Cagan lit a cigarette,
“Ahter being very late
to the convention, [
found, like I said be-
fore, that by slipping
the clutch just enough
to race the engine and
still ereep along, the
thing wonkdn't stall on
me. The boss is up a tree about my being
late vesterdav—it wouldnt help to repeat
that performance today!”

“Don’t give up yet.” CGus stepped out of
the car and went to work.

The fue pump and carburetor were okay.
That much had been established, A quick
look showed that the filter unit was clean.
Next suspect was the copper fuel line. Gus
disconnected it at both ends, at the tank and
at the fuel pump. He tumed to Gagan,

“Hold your finger over that end, while I
put pressure on the line.”

CGus wiped off the other end and blew

[Continued on puge 252]
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A HIGH PAY
SPARE-TIME
JOB?

Thes FOLLOW THIS
PROVED SUCGCESS PLAN!

Here is your chance to be your own boss, secure finan-
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Gus Meets a Deadline

[Conrinned from poge 1981
| hard. When the line wouldn't accept any
more air, he held the pressure, wuiting to see
if it would drop. But there was no leak.
Gagun took his Anger away and Gus hlew
through it again. No obstructon

“Look, cap vou remember any other pecul-
iar symploms?

*No.” Gagan looked at his watch,

"Well, tell me exactly what was going on
when it first happened.”

“1 was on a detour, lots of rocks and
stufl worrving me, yvou know how they fly
up. S0 I wasn't paving attention to the
engine, [t just quit.”

Gus sighed.

“Ahh, don’t worry about it, Gus! It's just
the breaks. 1 ean alwuvs get a fill-in from
one of the mayor's assistants. It was the
pictures that worried me most. And 1 think
this wing of mine will e okay in a couple
of days. Let’s get going—if we can.”

The Rocky Road to Troable

The battery had received enough of a
boost in the short running for Gus to start
the agnin . without  resorting to  the
crank. They rolled along for a while, Rathe
than ride the clutch, Gus stayed in second
to keep the engine racing.

Suddenly, Gus lifted his foot from the gas.
slowed to a stop and cut the ignition. “Your
episode with the rocky detow i T itsit
thought of a new angle.”

Cus slid under the car and began tracing
the fuel line from fromt to back where i
hugged the frame. He had covered three-
quarters of it and was ready to throw his
hunch away when he found the trouble con

i

cealed in muck and grime. Gus tried repair
ing it with his pliers, but the untempered
copper only  cracked and tore. Painfully
aware of the time left, Gus cul the offending
section out, robbed the windshield wiper of
its rubber hose, and joined. the two ends of
the fuel line

Engine Was on o Starvation Diet

He got back in the ear, where Gagan sat
nursing his shoulder, and told him the stor
while he plugged the remainder of the wiper
hose with a matchstick.

I wish vou had mentioned those rocks
before.” He started the car and drove off al
a normal speed.

“Didn’t seem important.”

| [Continued on page 254)



® OF course you know oil-pumping usually
means worn-out piston rings—but maybe you
don't realize all that ring replocement means.

As your engine peis older, the cylinders wear
tapered and out-of-round. The engine runs
hotter because of accumulations in the cooling
system. It needs more oil on the cylinder walls.
Yet this extra oil must be kept under full control
—30 you gel gencrous lubrication without a bit
of waste,

This calls for a special type of piston rings—
replacement rings.

Hastings makes replacement rings exclusively

« - devotes all its research, on the highways and
in the laboratory, to the particulur replacement
problems of each make and type of engine
for re-ring. re-bore and re-sleeve.

Hastings rings are nationally known for their
ability to stop oil-pumping, check cylinder wear,
restore engine performance.

At the first sign of oil-pumping or perform-
ance drop-off, go to your motor specialist. 1f
rings arg the trouble he will gladly install a
Hastings Steel-Vent replacement set. Truly the
beit money you ¢an spend on your car.
HASTINGS MANDFECTURING COMPANT, HASTINGE WICHIGAN

HASTINGS LTD., TOROMTO
Pk Bingn, Spairh Flasjs, o Fillern, Canidle, Drout

these are the rings that are TOUGH but oh so GENTLE !
Tough on Oil-Pumping
Gentle on Cylinder Walls

STEEL-VENT
PISTON RINGS

Regulsr or Chirome - Facnd
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Gus Meets a Deadline
[Continged from page 257]

“Evidently a rock flew up and partinlly
collapsed the line. 1 say partially, beeause
yvou'll remember we found no sign of restrie-
tion before. Simply, vour engine had to run
fast in order to pull the fuel past the pinch
in sufficient quantity. Slow running made
vour pump work too slow, and the restric-
tion overpowered it. Your engine starved,

“The reason it dido’t stall back in the
alley was that 1 had leaned the mixture out
and the fuel above the pinch lasted a little
longer, When I get it back to the garage
I'll install a new line for you.”
_ "Well, thut's one problem eliminated.
But my shoulder . . . Did you ever try to
take 'a one-arm shot with a heavy press
camera? Gus. . "

Gus Refuses to Mlay Photographer

“No!” Gus saw it coming. “Impossible! I
won't do it!”

"But it's simple. Il show vou how.”

“Look, vou typewriter jockey, the only
camera [ ever used was a box Brownie, It
takes a genius to run that one of yours!™

“Okay. S0 no photos of the-mavor. Big
stuff in a town like ours, It may mean my
job, But vou're a mechanie, not a pnewsman,”

Cagan was still pulling the long-lice
routine when they drove into the area
marked off for the ceremonies, The crowd
was there already, and the mayvor launched
into the long-winded first paragraph of his
specch. Cagan jumped out of the car and
began struggling with some one-handed note
taking, while Gus nervously eradled the ex-
pensive camera in his arms.

Then, in a popping of Hash bulbs, some-
body handed the mavor a shovel.

Evervthing Goes Wrong

“Cus, please. The camera is all set. You
don't have to do anvthing but aim it and
push the button! Evervbody else is getting
shots. Look, vou want the paper to be
scooped by these out-of-towners?”

“Okay, but don’t say 1 didn't tell vou!™

Gus stiffened his lip and aimed the cam-
era. He snapped the shutter just as the
mayor bent and marked his spot to dig.

“No, no, Cagan whispered. “Gel
something dignified, not the seat of his
pants!™

The second shot went off in Gus’s face be-
fore he could aim it. Gagan groaned.

no,

[Continued on page 256)



Gus Meets a Dsadline
[Continaed from page 254]

“Take it easy, will va! Flaming curses on
this shoulder. . . Look, 1 only brought six
plates, Try to get one decent shot!™

No matter how he tried, and how Gagan
directed him, nothing seemed to turm out
right. Gus stewed about it all during the
hurried trip back to town. He dropped
Gagan at the Times-Chronicle office and took
the car back to the Model Garage.

Gagan Calls Gus

Gus was home that evening when the
| phone rang. It was Gagan.

*I developed the pictures, Gus.”

“You don't have to rub it in, WilL."

“Three of them were absolutely useless,
and the others gave the boss quite a surprise.”

“I'm sorry. Why don’t vou tell him?*

“And lose my $100 bonus? Heek nol”

*Bonus—1 don’t get vou. Bonus for what?”

“I wish I had dared to try something like
this on the boss before. But he's always
seemed so old-fashioned-="

“Wait o minute,” Gagan! You didn’t an-
swer my question. Why a bonus®

“For the pix.”

wil.h A WELL-SERVICED “‘i'iill.ill pix? | thought they were all bad.”

“Well, naturally, we couldn’t use the one

of vour left nostril or the two double expo-
sures. But the boss was crazy about the one
of the mavor bending over to mark the spot
to dig—his face docs show—and the one of
dirt flying at the lens with the mayor looking
like he's standing in a grenade burst! What
could be better, he says. None of the usual
folderol of dignitary shaking hands with dig-

c A R B u R E T E R nitiry, waving magnanimously at the crowd,
the delicate jabs with the shovel, Instead,

Gagan, he says, vou have shown our beloved

.'Nﬂdiﬂ tomperalure changes mavor as a hard-working, industrious man,
:;dm"::;":imwa::;:::;“ " i.‘ih'ﬂ‘. to the .\'rli]: close to I]u*. |111|"\:l' of hu-
properly serviced, com give you manily. . . That's what he said, Gus. How
really dependable carbureter much of this bonus can I cut you in for?”
performance—no matter what the “Not one tarnished copper! Just never
Miermosnalar soys. | bring that camera around me again. I'm a
Be wure this winter! Hove o new box Brownie boyv myself, pure and simple!™
CARTER Corbureter imfalled in your END
cor] Look under CARCETER in | 3
the yellow pages of your phone book | Next Month: Gus becomes a short-term
for the address of your nearest dealer, nurse.
REMEMBER... Keep Moving

- ” 53
You'lf Get a Liberal Trade-in on Your Oid Carbureter Mechanie: “My advics Is' to keep that car of

CARTER CARBURETOR CORPORATION FOUTE TRMPCIEAL L

y Owner: “Why®
Mechanic: “Well, if vou ever stop, the cops will
think it's an accident.”—Lone Star Scanner,

256 roruLAR SCIEMCE



